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MIDNIGHT, 


f m ARt THB 
MASTER RACE! 

THIS WORLD , 
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CHAPTER ONE: 
^SHADOW OP A 

doubt jy 
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THERE WERE 1 
WOMEN ANP 
CHIUPREN POWN 
L. THERE, j 


NO 

SWEAT. 


/ X PIP. 1 
NO WOMEN 
OR CHILPREN 
, CAME TO 
V HARM. A 


' I'P NEVER HAVE > 
SET THE CHARGES IF 
I'P KNOWN. ANP YOU 
BLASTIN0 AWAY WITH 
YOUR .45s...you CAN'T. 
^ BE SURE... y 
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r you ^ 
were firing 

INTO A 

k CROWD... > 


r ...OF NAZIS. THE SCUM 
OF THE EARTH, AND THEIR 
SPAWN. I WAS CAREFUL 
TO PICK OFF ONLY THOSE 
. WHO DARED RAISE ARMS J 
K AGAINST ME... \A. 


r if you t 

FINISH THAT 
SENTENCE 
I WIU 

.SCREAM. A 


f yOU'VE LOST 1 
r SOMETHIN®, you \ 
USED TO HAVE 
SOME CONNECTION 
TO PEOPLE. TO , 
L HUMANITY. J 


/ BUT ^ 
THERE WERE 1 
NO INNOCENTS 
IN THAT CAMP. 
THE WEED OF , 
CRIME... 


^ I USED > 

TO BE WEAKER. 

I USED TO KNOW 
FEAR. COMPASSION, 
v MERCY. > 


COMPASSION ISN'T A 
WEAKNESS. MERCY ISN'T 
A WEAKNESS. KENT ALLARD 
KNEW THAT. BUT YOU'VE 
FORGOTTEN ALL ABOUT 
HIM. HE'S BURIED J 
K UNDER TOO MANY A 
K MASKS. V 
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ANSRY 
NAZIS SOT 
A HOWITZER, 
SEEMS 
k LIKE, y 


r THAT 
SMELL... NOT 
k CORDITE... I 


SHREW!' 








The Shadow. More 
title than name, more 
myth than man. 


But underneath the slouch hat and behind I 
the twin-blazing semi-automatics IS a man I 

of flesh and blood.- 1 

—A man who used to go by 

•4 the name Kent Allard. 


A man who is just now waking up 
in a seemingly familiar place, but 
who will find himself instead... 


r THE ^ 

SANCTUM. AND 
UN INJURE?. BUT 
THIS POESN'T 
kFEEL RIGHT...^ 


...in the 
Twilight 
Zone. 
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T ME THE MOCK 1 
OUTRAGE. OUR MUTUAL 
RESEMBLANCE HAS BEEN 
BENEFICIAL TO BOTH OF 
. US, BUT THIS IS NOT^ 
W AMUSING. 


MASK. 


f SENSE you T 
ARE INPEEP THE 
SHAPOW. BUT 
I'M NOT SO SURE 
V I'M JUST A i 
N. MASK. 





















I WOKE UP IN THE 1 
SANCTUM, JUST NOW. 
MY LAST MEMORY IS 
. THE RAID ON CAMP . 
SIESFRIED. 'J 


r MAYBE T 
I'M A MASK 
THAT WE'VE 
WORN TOO 
k LONS. A 


MAYBE~ 
I'M KENT 
ALLARD. 


rHAN MERELY 
CRANSTON. 


AND 

('ET...YOU ARE 
CRANSTON. 










TAKE ME TO 
MARGO'S PL ACS, 
V SHREW. 


r THAT IMPRESSION OF \ 
THE BOSS IS SETTING ' 
PRETTY GOOD, MISTER 
CRANSTON...BUT YOU 
KNOW X GOTTA WAIT , 
i HERE ON STANDBY / 
iv. UNTIL HE NEEDS / 
IV ME. 


~ I DON'T ~ 
KNOW WHAT 
X WAS 

k THINKING, i 


ONE MORE THING... 
I SEEM TO HAVE 
FORGOTTEN HER 
ADDRESS. v 


7 Jeez, MR. 1 
CRANSTON, YOU 
MUST HAVE REALLY 
. TIED ONE ON LAST , 
V NIGHT. 4 
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r p o YOU > 
REMEMBER THE 
ARGUMENT WE, 
HAP AT CAM?/ 
SIEGFRIEP?/ 


f WE? 

YOU WEREN'T 
THERE...HOW 
COULP YOU 
V KNOW...? J 


SMARTER THAN ' 
EITHER OF YOU 
GIVE ME CREPIT , 
FOR. 


ANP X > 
SAIP THAT TO 
W/f SHADOW. 

v not you. y 


f I PO knowthisis^^H 
CRANSTON'S BOPV. X HBi 
CAN FEEL THAT I LACK 
MY FULL...ROWERS. 

L BUT My MINP...My /'■ ■ 

\"memories... jryVj 

WE ™ 

1 - NEVER GOT 

■ A—-M TO FINISH THAT 
I-—CONVERSATION, 
PIP WE? ^ 


I PUT ^ 
r you IN PANGER 
CONSTANTLY. WITH- 
. OUT A SECONP 
L. THOUGHT. . 


I'M A 

r VOLUNTEER. 1 
ANYWAY, ITS PART 
OF THE SHAPOW'S 
CHARM...HE TREATS ME 
LIKE ANY OTHER AGENT. 

, THAT'S RARE STUFF, j 


BUT I \H>- 

WAS THERE. ^ YOU SAIP \ / 

NOW I'M I'P FORGOTTEN 
. HERS. KENT ALLARP. I f 

V WAG G!\OUO\GGD ^ -v 1 


riff \ YOU K 
N V^N/ 

NEW THE MTi 

AME ■ Jy ( A /W 
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^ SOMEHOW, 



' / MARGO, I AM W£\ Y 1 

A SHADOW. MAYBE \ 

■ SOMETHING IN THAT \ 

■ GAS WE WERE HIT 11 \ 

B WITH? I PONT KNOW. it, \ 
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' wow...you 

really believe it. 
you REALLY THINK 
N. YOU'RE HIM. V 


«- POOR > 
LAMONT...AFTER 
ALL THESE YEARS, 
HAVE YOU FINALLY 
s. CRACKED? V 


^ I DON'T 
WANT TO 
FORGET KEN 
v ALLARD. 


KENT 

ALLARD, 

MARSO. 


YOU NEVER WERE 
THAT HARD-BOILED, 
LAMONT...BUT I i 
N. FORGET... \A 


ANYTHING'S ^ 
POSSIBLE. IT 
EVENTUALLY 
HAPPENS TO ALL 
HARD-BOILED i 
V EGGS, jy 


^ IT'S ^ 
ALL CLEAR, 

master; 










r I COME ^ 
TO VISIT MISS 
LANE, AND I 
RECEIVE DOUBLE- 
k BOUNTY. 


I DON'T NEED \ 

1 SCORECARD TO 
KNOW SHIWAN 
KHAN WHEN X 
v SEE HIM. > 


r you ~ 
CAN SKIP THE 
FORMALITIES, 
k MACK. 


” BUT I ^ 
FORGET...WE 
HAVEN'T BEEN 
FORMALLY... , 


K THE \ 
SHADOW TOLD N 
ME ALL ABOUT 
YOU, THOUGH 
YOU'RE A SMIDGE 
SHORTER THAN HE 
V DESCRIBED. 7 


THOUGHT YOU'D 
DROWNED, LIKE 
THE PROVERBIAL 
^ RAT. V 


IF WE ARE TO SKIP \ 

THE FORMALITIES, 

MAY WE SKIP THE 
DISPLAY OF FALSE / 
v BRAVADO, AS / 

/ WELL? 

X" IF YING 
/ KO TOLD YOU \ 

_/ ANYTHING, I TRUST 

YOU ARE NOW FEELING 
\ THE APPROPRIATE , 
V DEGREE OF / 
/V FEAR. y 

























r NOW...you ARE yiNfi \ 
KO'S CLOSEST ASSOCIATES. 

you WILL TELL ME HIS 
TRUE NAME. yiNS KO. THE 
SHADOW. THESE ARE , 
. MASKS. WHO IS BEHIND / 
kL THE MASK? 


K ALLOW ME N 
TO SAVE you 
SOME TIME AND 
N. EFFORT. A 


T A CUNNING MASK ' 
INDEED, MISHTY YIN0 
KO' FORGIVE OUR 
UNWORTHY LAUGHTER, 
AS THE DISGUISE IS 
. SO WELL-CRAFTED 


BELIEF/ 


K YOU'RE A N 
MIND READER, 
SHIWAN 
\ KHAN. 


RIGHT, MISTER 
CRANSTON. IN AN 
EVENT, I WILL SE 
k THE TRUTH. 


I WILL 
KNOW THE 
NAME. . 
















^ X WILL ' 
KNOW THE 
NAME. 

. NOW. y 


LAMONT. 


IT'S SUITE 
ALL RIOHT, 
MARSO. 


COME 


r ying \ 
KO WILL NO 
LONGER HAVE 
ANYWHERE TO 
lHIPE. NOW. ' 






















HIT HIM WITH 
A CHEAPER 
VINTAGE, 
v MARGO, y 


^ I'LU T 
TAKE CARE 
OF THEIR 
v BOSS. a 


WHAT YOU SAW IN 
MY MIND UNNERVED 
YOU, O FEARLESS 
v KHAN. y 


~ THE MIND OF ' 
MIGHTY YING KO IS 
IN GREAT TURMOIL. 

IT WILL BE YOUR 
V UNDOING. y 









f MARGO, N 
PERHAPS 
SOMETHING IN A 
DESSERT WINE 
FOR OUR LAST 
V SUEST? > 


MISHT BE 
A MOMENT, 
A/0/V/ 




TO /)\S1 


Rn/^, 
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^HERE'S i 
TONISHT'S 
MASTER- , 
l PIECE, i 


W C'MON, 'X 
r PRESTON. TIME 
TO SET TO WORK. 
CAN'T DO THE SHOW 
L WITHOUT THE , 
L. SHADOW. 


A man can wear many masks, and take many 
shapes, and each one may cast its own distinct 
shadow. How many shadows does a shadow cast? 
A question now very much on the mind of Kent 
Allard, as he takes another step, deeper... 


...into The 
Twilight Zone. 


CHAPTER TWO: 
VOICE OP THE 
SHADOW 
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